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Tuesdays 
KdnEVAN.(OO 
I started donating plasma because I thought it would be an easy 
way to make money. I work a mini-
mum wage job that buys my food. 
But this is something extra I do on 
the side because I'm saving up for a 
new guitar. I've had the same shitty 
Yamaha acoustic since I was 15 and 
it's falling apart. Plus it's always out 
of tune. I'm going to get a Martin 
D-15 acoustic. It's made out of 
mahogany - absolutely beautiful 
but it costs almost $1000. 
"What time is your appoint-
ment?" 
"4 o'clock.Josh Schriber." 
A woman in a white lab coat 
behind the counter stares at the 
computer screen in front of her, 
searching for my name. 
"You can have a seat,Josh," she 
says without looking up. 
Today is Tuesday, my plasma donation day. After history class, I grab 
something to eat. Then I drink a big glass of water. I have to eat before I go or 
else I get nauseous. And the water makes me feel like they aren't sucking the 
life out of me. 
The first step in the donation process is getting weighed and checked in. 
"Josh?" Yet another white coat calls my name to come up. I step up on the 
scale. 
"Can you state your full name, please?" 
"Josh Paul Schriber," I say, in monotone. 
"Can you please place your hands under the light?" I do as I'm told. 
At the donation center, there's this weird mini-blacklight that I have to 
put my fingernails under when I get weighed. Mter I donate, they swab some 
liquid onto the nail of my middle finger. The liquid glows under the blacklight 
and shows that I've been in recently. The blacklight check also gives them proof 
that, last time I came in, I got what I came for. 
Donors are allowed to come in twice in a seven-day period. But it has to 
be twice Monday through Saturday. No overlapping to the next week. I found 
that out the hard way. I get $20 my first time in the week and $30 the second. 
All my plasma money goes right into an envelope in the middle drawer of my 
desk. I already have $210 saved. 
The white coat at the scale jots down my weight in the chart. 
"Josh, you can go to room two." 
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"Thank you." 
I always thank the people helping me there. It must be difficult working 
around blood all day, so I try to be nice. 
I wander over to the room. It's the first one on the right, past the front 
counter. There's another white coat in room two. Her nametag says Shannon. 
She puts the pressure cuff on my arm, takes my temperature, and sticks the pad 
of the middle finger on my left hand, which kind of stings. Shannon squeezes 
the blood out into a fat, red drop and collects a sample into a thin capillary 
tube so she can make sure my iron level is high enough. I have calluses on all 
the fingers on my left hand from playing guitar so sometimes it's hard to get 
the blood out. 
Shannon asks me the same strange series of thirty or forty questions that 
I get asked every time. "Have you ever visited an Mrican country?" "Have you 
had sex for money since 1977?" "Have you ever had sex with anyone from an 
African country?" "Have you have sex for money with someone who's from an 
African country since 1977?" 
"Actually, yeah - I've been to Mrica and back since my last appointment 
three days ago," I say, watching Shannon's face for her reaction. She looks up 
with wide eyes, not sure how to interpret what I've just said. 
"Sorry," I say, "I'm just kidding." 
She fake-laughs and continues to write in my chart. Maybe she's notating 
that I'm a smart ass. 
Shannon finishes up and I head back to the floor. That's where all the chairs 
and machines are, where the magic takes place. I couldn't believe what it looked 
like in here the first time I came in. I had this vision of individual rooms, where 
each person would donate in private. I don't know why I thought that. It's a 
very public process, actually. There are rows of machines with people hooked 
up, needles, blood, biohazard Everyone seemed to be doing okay, though. 
Noone was screaming or writhing in pain. So that must mean it can't be that 
bad, right? 
The people that take your plasma, the phlebotomists, are really nice. There 
are a couple of girls that work there that are pretty hot, too. One of them looks 
a little like Mary, my ex. She's working today. Short brunette with hazel eyes. 
Great smile. She kinda acts like her, too. Always checking up on me, like I 
would disappear if she didn't. 
Mary was my first girlfriend. She was the one that set the precedent. We 
met in chemistry class and started dating in November of our senior year of 
high school. She was the third girl I ever kissed. Her mom even liked me, which, 
from what Mary said, was rare. She thought I would be good for her daughter 
because I decent grades and I was captain of the soccer team. 
I was never intimidated by Mary's mom - most people are. She's that mom 
that none of the teachers want to show up on parent-teacher conference day. I 
think I impressed her, just with the little things that showed I was different. Like 
this one time, I brought over my guitar and serenaded Mary for her birthday. 
When I was about to leave, her mom stopped me at the door and, holding one 
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hand over her heart, said what a nice thing it was for me to have done. 
So the fact that Mary's dad hadn't been around since she was five meant that 
her mom had to fill two roles. I guess she usually didn't take well to the boys 
Mary picked. She had finally gotten it right with me. I was good in school and 
always brought Mary home by curfew. 
I walk over to the section my Mary look-alike is working in on the off chance 
that she might stick me today. I slouch down into my chair and look around the 
room to see who's donating and who's working. My look-alike is busy taking 
the needle out of the arm of a dude who looks like he must be a member of 
Hell's Angels. They have the chairs set up so you're facing other donors, so I 
have a difficult time not staring at people like this.1nere is a really fat woman 
donating ne.xt to him, and I can't help staring at her plasma, wondering if it 
comes out all globby and congealed. 
I'm in luck. She rolls her little cart over to my chair. The carts are stocked 
with everything a phlebotomist needs - iodine, Band-aids, needles, hand 
exercisers. 
"How are you doing today?" She smiles a little smile at me. It's five o'clock 
so she's probably been here awhile. 
"I'm fine. How are you?" I glance up and notice that her name is Bridget. 
I never noticed before. 
"Well, we're a little understaffed today.!t really irritates me because they never 
cancel appointments when we're understaffed. We just have to work harder and 
then people have to wait longer. What time was your appointment at?" 
I figure maybe I can make the end of her day easier if I'm a good patient. 
"4 o'clock It's okay though - I got a lot of reading done so I don't mind."I 
show her my history book so she knows I mean it. 
While they're setting me up, most of the phlebotomists make small talk 
- check out what I'm reading or ask about school or whatever. Sometimes it's a 
little annoying because I know they don't really care what I'm reading. They're 
just filling the space until the needle goes in. But Bridget has a look of actual 
concern on her face. 
"Cool beans. Do you go to UCLA? We get a lot of UCLA students in here." 
She glances to the side as she asks me questions and simultaneously sets up 
my machine, attaching the clear plastic tubes to the saline pouch and then the 
empty bag where the plasma goes. 
"Yeah." 
That's all I can manage to get out because the hair on the back of my neck 
is standing up. Cool beans. Mary used to say that. She said it after we made 
plans for our first date. It annoyed me from then until the end. 
Mary actually asked me out on our first date. By the time she asked, I wanted 
her so bad I could have burst. I just didn't have the balls to ask myse1£ Mary 
has a very strong presence. People are just drawn to her. You can't quite explain 
it. There's a charisma. A mystique. When I'd walk around with her at school, 
people would say hello, and she wouldn't even know who they were. But they 
knew her. It made me feel pretty lucky to be with her. 
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On our date, we wandered through the mall for two hours and didn't buy 
anything. Then I took her to Applebee's. She gave me the biggest smile when 
I paid for her dinner, as if! was the first guy to ever take her out and buy her 
a meal. 
"State your full name and the last four digits of your social security number," 
Bridget says. They do this to make sure you are who you say you are. 
"Josh Paul Schriber, 0031," I say, watching her hands as they flip through 
my chart and grab a needle from the cart. S he has long, slender fingers and very 
short fingernails. Not bitten-off short - nicely trimmed short. I can't help but 
think that she would make a good guitar player with fingers that long. 
"Thanks, Josh," she says. "You're not nervous, are you?" she asks me, looking 
concerned again. 
"Nah, I trust you," I say. And I mean it. Even though she looks like Mary, 
I can tell that they're not alike. She's shyer, less forward, yet not less confident. 
'they're definitely different. 
Bridget puts the pressure cuff on my arm and takes out the iodine. The 
first time I went, the iodine almost made me insane. They squeeze a round 
brown glob of it onto your arm where the needle's going to go in. Then they 
take what looks like a massive Q:tip-on-steroids and start rubbing the iodine 
around in circles. As they rub it around, it gets thinner and thinner and turns 
from brown to yellow. It feels cold and tickles a little as it goes over the crease 
of my arm. I swear to God, they must rub for five minutes. And then they take 
out another Q:tip and do it again. I make myself summon up a vision of my 
Martin acoustic. 
So it's the moment of truth for plasma donation session #9. I get a feeling of 
disbelief every time the needle goes in. Like I can't understand why I'm doing this 
again. And then I remember - for the money, for the guitar. I wouldn't do it if! 
weren't getting something out of it. When it goes in, it feels like somebody filled 
my vein with gasoline and suddenly lit on fire. But that doesn't last long. 
Bridget asks me to pump my fist. That makes the vein pop out so it's easier 
to stick. I wait for the burn. 
I have to turn my head when the needle goes in. I don't mind looking at it 
once it's in. But for some reason I can't bring myself to watch it piercing my skin. 
The needle is large, hollow with a pointy beveled edge. Good thing somebody 
like Bridget can handle taking that first step. She leans down slightly and glances 
up at me one more time, and then puts the needle in. 
"Is that okay?" she asks immediately. 
"Yeah. It's okay," I tell her, trying not to wince so that I don't make her feel 
bad. Really I can't even feel it after a minute or two. 
She walks away and I realize that the Hell's Angels biker is talking to me. 
"I saw that face, man. Bridget's usually pretty good. Did she hurt ya?" 
I crane my neck around the machine so I can see his face. I think I've prob-
ably seen him every time I've been in here. 
"No, she didn't hurt me," I say. "I just get anxious." 
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"Have you been comin' here long?" Hell's Angels asks me, pumping his fist 
a mile a minute. "I think I've seen you before." 
"For a few weeks now, I guess. How about you?"1 ask, though I would guess 
that he's been coming here since the place opened. 
"About three years now. Easy money if you can handle the needles."He looks 
around the room. "And there's always lots of girls in here too, man." 
I nod my head in agreement and pick up my history book. I don't really 
want to know where he's going with this next. 
"I'll leave ya alone, man," Hell's Angels says, pointing at the book. 
After five dates, Mary asked me to make things officiaL She wanted me 
to have a labeL Boyfriend. I was placed into that distinct category, leaving no 
room for doubt. She was my first girlfriend, like I said, so this was all new to 
me. I didn't know about all the responsibilities that come with the "boyfriend" 
title. You must see each other, or at least talk on the phone, every day. You are 
obligated to come to family events when asked. And you must "be there for 
her" when she needs you. 
Bridget asks me if! want something to squeeze while I'm donating - to get 
the blood flowing faster. I say no thanks and pick up my history book again. 
She tapes the tubing to my arm so that the needle stays in position, tells me to 
flag her down if I need anything, and moves on to the patient across the way. 
It's a guy in a UCLA t-shirt that looks like he's about my age. He looks like he 
stepped right out of an Abercrombie & Fitch catalog. I can tell that he's flirting 
with her and I wonder if he's her type and if she's flirting back. 
It's pretty impressive what the machines do. When the pressure cuffis tight, 
I pump my hand and the machine takes my blood out, separating the red blood 
cells from the plasma.1he red blood ceUs get stored in a little reservoir. Then 
the cuff loosens and the red blood cells are pumped back into my body. I get 
almost everything of mine back. Ifeel funny when the cells come back in, like my 
throat is coated with alcohol when I breathe. It goes in cycles like this - pump, 
then relax, whole blood out, red blood cells back in. I like to watch the plasma 
drip into the bag, bubbling through the tube like carbonated water, trickling in 
and making the pouch fat and full of clear yellowy liquid. 
We'd been together for a month when I first noticed it. Mary and I were 
hanging out at her house after schooL She was working on chemistry homework 
at her desk. I had brought my guitar over for something to do because I didn't 
have any homework to do, but she wanted me there. I was playing something, I 
think some Beatles song, and all of a sudden she slammed down her pencil and 
turned to look at me. "Have some common fucking courtesy, Josh! I'm trying 
to get an A in this class," she said. 
Mary liked everyone to think that she had it completely together. She 
mostly did. She was a great student. Valedictorian of our class. The whole time 
we dated, she talked about how she was going to go to med school and be a 
doctor - she told me once that her dad had been a podiatrist, and that being 
a doctor was the one job that paid better than being a lawyer. I wanted to be a 
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teacher. Mary said that teachers were great, but that never went anywhere in 
life. She thought I should be a dentist. 
I lean over the side of the chair a bit to look at the plasma pouch and see 
how much is in there, being careful not to bend my arm. I wonder what it would 
feel like if I suddenly jerked it up and sent the needle through, scratching at the 
bone and cartilage. Sometimes I feel as if I'm about to sneeze. Would the needle 
jab into my arm? Or what if one of the phlebotomists accidentally tripped over 
the tubing? If! don't just lie there and let the needle do what it's trying to do, 
it could really hurt me. 
The arm with the needle in it feels heavy like Hell's Angels is sitting on 
it or something. I try to lift it and realize that I still can. I finish my last cycle 
of pumping and the final batch of red blood cells is flooded back into my arm 
through the tube. Then the machine starts beeping. It chirps this funny bup-
ba-ba-DAH sound when the donation part is done. Bridget grabs her cart of 
medical supplies and comes over. 
"How did it go?" she asks, nonchalantly grabbing my pouch of plasma and 
marking on it with a Sharpie. 
"It went fine,» I say, watching her hands again. "You have really long fingers," 
I blurt out. She holds one hand out, examining it, and then looks past it, right 
at me. 
"I guess you're right. Do you always notice people's hands?" 
"Yeah," I say. "I play guitar - I'm saving up for a new one. It helps to have 
long fingers because it makes fretting easier. You can wrap your hands around 
the neck of the guitar better." 
"That's really cool. How long have you played?" she asks, leaning in. Mary 
was never impressed by my musical capabilities. 
"Since I was 15," I say, and show her my hands. "I've got the calluses to 
prove it." 
Mary was never much impressed by me at all, actually. Maybe her mom 
pushed her to find somebody carlyon that she could trust. Maybe she wanted 
Mary to have somebody to take care of her. Maybe Mary just liked how I 
looked. I don't know. 
She was really pissed when I broke up with her. She couldn't believe it was 
happening. I did it right after prom because I didn't want to ruin that for her. I 
figured it would be easier for both of us since we were both going off to school. 
She got accepted to an East Coast med school and I decided to stay here and 
go to UCLA. She asked me why I was doing it. I told her it was because 
she didn't seem to like anything I was into. "What, that stupid guitar, you mean?" 
she asked. I wished her luck at med school. 
I give Bridget a little smile, partly because I'm glad my donation is almost 
over, and partly because I'm glad I got to talk to her today. The last step in the 
donation process is the saline, which is in a clear plastic pouch. It's to rehydrate 
the body. Mter Bridget takes my plasma bag, she pushes a button on the machine 
and the saline starts to flow through the tube into my arm. I thank her. 
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It feels very strange because the saline is room temperature - maybe about 
70 degrees. That going into your body, which is almost 20 degrees warmer, is 
an odd sensation. I always get the shivers. Hell's Angels asks if they had his 
saline in the freezer. 
lUke watching the color of the tube change from a deep red to a bright red, 
to pink, and then to clear. It means that I get paid soon and that I've gotten all 
my blood cells back. I didn't lose anything permanently. 
I always have them stick my right arm. I wanted to alternate, when I first 
started. But they never could find a big enough vein in my left. Mter a couple 
weeks of having both arms snIck, I gave up and decided to go with the same 
arm, same vein every time. It's left a scar there, in the crook of my arm, about 
the diameter and color of a rubbery pink pencil eraser. 
The saline pouch is getting flat. A new donor sits down on the chair next to 
mine. I look over and realize it's a guy from my history class. 
"Hey Josh. Are you a donor here?" he asks. 
"Yeah, I've been coming here for a couple months. Is this your first time?" 
I've never seen him in here before. 
"Yep. A buddy of mine did it last year and said it was pretty easy," he says. 
Bridget hears my machine beeping again, signaling that I'm finished. She 
grabs the cart one last time, waving her long fingers and smiling as she walks 
toward me. 
"So do you have enough for that new guitar yet?" she asks. 
I laugh a little, thinking of the $1000 purchase I'm not even close to yet. 
"No, I've got a ways to go," I say as she pulls the needle out. The first time I 
donated, it really hurt when it came out. I didn't think that would happen. 
"So you'll be back again next week then, huh?" Bridget asks. 
'~s far as I know," I say. 
"Cool beans. See ya then," she says.l quickly search for a feature on her face 
that does not resemble Mary's. The nose. Hers is more rounded and buttony. 
Definitely not like Mary's. 
"Okay. See ya then." 
As I get up to leave, the guy from my history class catches my attention, 
twitching his feet nervously off the end of the chair. 
"How long does it take for all this?" he asks. "Is it bad?" 
I look over at Bridget. She's cleaning up my chair and disconnecting all the 
tubing from my machine. 
"You'll get used to it," I say as I turn toward the counter where I'll schedule 
next Tuesday's appointment. "It gets easier every time." 
